A     LONDON    YEAR

gathering chestnuts. Their high voices echo in the
silence :

* Oh5 look at this huge one ; it's just like a little
hedgehog. . . . I've pricked my finger !'

The little girls take off their hats and fill them
with the green spiked nuts till they look like hats
full of sea-urchins. The boys tread out the nuts
with their shoes and cram their pockets. They
stand ankle deep in the dead leaves, and their
movements send up a rich cloud of that pungent
autumnal leaf smell, the incense of the woods. . . ,

And here is the drama of Kew !

In the trees are grey squirrels peering with beady
eyes, venturing half-way down a trunk and scurry-
ing back again, nervous, tail-twitching, indignant!
What right have these men-children to steal their
nuts ? The blackbirds second this vote of censure.
They stand in the tree-tops making a noise like
bags of shaken silver. Chink-chi^-chink-chink
. . . they cry.

Yellow leaves fall.

The robin, the little philosopher of autumn, sitting
apart, pours out his sad heart into the early morning :

c The leaves fall and the fruits fall and life is a
very sad business ; for winter waits with its frost
and its snow. . . .*

Then he pauses, for he never.finishes his song.
Some day, I hope, a robin will go on and give us
the last verse : -

c The dead trees hold the fresh new leaves and the
snow covers the new life, and from the cold arms
of winter leaps the swift beauty of the spring. . . .*
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